The Peters family is a Yale family, and Jack Peters' branch of the family extended to five generations at Yale when my third daughter, Barbara, received her M.D. degree, with honors, in 1979. We trace our origins back to when Andrew Peters came to America from England in 1702 and settled in Andover, Massachusetts. Our family's Yale connection goes back to Jack's grandfather, Thomas McClure Peters, who earned his bachelor's degree from the university in 1841. He became rector of St. Michael's Church in New York. Jack's father, John Punnett Peters, Sr., earned his bachelor's degree at Yale in 1876 and his Doctorate of Divinity in 1895. He was a member of Yale's football team. On August 31, 1881, in Dresden, Germany, he married the daughter of a Southern plantation owner, Gabriel Brooke Forman. Three and a half years earlier, at age 18, she had traveled alone to Berlin to study piano. Jack's mother taught him to enjoy playing the piano, a diversion his friends and family also enjoyed and one that he used for relaxation for all his life.
My father (whom I addressed as "Jack" because he disliked the word "father," forbade the use of sir, and hated the name of John on account of its common usage to designate the plumbing facility) was born December 4, 1887, in Philadelphia. Nine months later, his father, a professor of archeology at the University of Pennsylvania, took the family to Dresden for three years. That's when Helena Fischer started 55 years as a live-in nanny to two generations of Peters children. During the three years in Germany, Jack learned both English and German as his native languages. Jack was five when his grandfather died and his father had to abandon his academic career in archaeology to take over as rector of St. Michael's Church. The There was a bungalow on the property that was considered our family's, and we as children were sent up there, as soon as school got out, with our nanny, at the time Ernestine Downs. My grandmother would make steady improvements on that bungalow so it would be a better place for Jack to write and work during the month of August when he came up.
We have some very interesting letters about his internship and house physician experience, "At last I'm a house physician and launched on my last six months of my service. Somehow it seems when you get there as if you had reached an advanced milepost in your career. You have suddenly sprung into a comparative dignity. It's a hard thing to be second in command and to try to think another man's way. I have an excellent staff and I'm going to make it one of my chief duties to stimulate interest and to allow all the men as much freedom and independence as they can have so that we will do more work in the next six months then in any other six and yet not be drudges and tired all the time." The following month reality set in, "All the resting I was going to do as a house physician has long since gone by the board. I'm having a wonderful time, accomplishing a few things. The Politics in the Jack Peters family was always a family affair. We were all drawn to it, fascinated by it, because it was part of our lives and education from the earliest years. I had my first lesson during the 1928 presidential election. My sister and I came home from school with Hoover buttons. I was six and she was eight. When we were in our room getting ready for bed my mother sat us down and explained that in our family we did not wear Hoover buttons. We were for Al Smith, a good man and a Democrat. This lesson has stuck in the family through many generations. In 1944, my mother chaired the Connecticut Chapter of the Citizens' Committee of the Arts, Sciences, and Professions for Reelection of FDR. She happened to be a distant relative of Roosevelt and wrote a letter to him documenting this connection and stating that Jack would vote for him, that she would vote for him, and that her two sons would vote for him. She received a letter back that began, "Dear Cousin Charlotte..." Jack enjoyed participation in sports. He liked playing tennis, squash, golf, and enjoyed besting his colleagues and house officers in competition. He did not play sports with his children or spend much time teaching us. If we showed interest, he would get us good equipment and a good instructor. But we never competed with him.
He enjoyed martinis before dinner, rye whiskey before bedtime, and on special occasions good brandy or wine. During Prohibition, there was always a gallon of laboratory alcohol in his closet for making a pseudo-martini, supplemented on special occasions with more tasty fare from grateful patients' bootleggers and, I presume, his own bootlegger. One of his political activities was to get the 14th Amendment repealed.
Until The credo we were taught matched this description: it was inclusive, personal, and based on the mystery and beauty of things, not liturgies and creeds. We were taught that the many privileges, both tangible and intangible, enjoyed by the Peterses as a family and as individuals left us with obligations to repay society.
The disloyalty charges at the end of his life greatly affected him and his family. We, his children, believe that the charges not only placed him under grave stress but also actually shortened his life and certainly diminished the quality of his final years. He was hurt by the charges because he believed that he had served his country and his fellow man as well as any man could. He felt abandoned at times, not only by his government, but towards the end, by his university. He had no provision for pension from the university because he disagreed with the university's retirement system, which required faculty contribution, and he did not contribute. The...disloyalty charges against him removed all the rich opportunities he had been offered for post-retirement employment so he became uncertain about his future and his position in the medical school. He was diverted from the thing he most wanted to complete, the revision of Quantitative Clinical Chemistry. He was concerned that his laboratory and his trainees were being abandoned. He was concerned for the fantastically loyal friends, lawyers, and employees in the NIH who stood by him at the risk of their own careers. The irrational charges that arose out of McCarthyism also affected the family and associates of the accused. All of Jack's children were proud of his taking the fight to Supreme Court but all of us experienced circumstances where we wondered whether the false charges would affect our careers and families. His legacy was that freedom depends on constant vigilance to protect civil liberties.
What kind of friends did he have? A good example comes from one of the happiest times of his life, his 60th birthday, when 100 of his friends and associates gave him something to appeal to his first love, a Steinway grand piano. That piano is now in his granddaughter's house where his great grandchildren are learning to play.disloyalty hearings. The family has placed the letters in this archive to make them a resource available to those interested in the history of medicine, politics, and Yale. A letter to Jack from Soma Weiss in December 1938 speaks to the essence of the evidence in these letters. It reads in part: "I also saw Alan Gregg. We both talked and talked of you with great enthusiasm and respect. He told me that he only hopes that your fire of spirit will never wane. I told Dr.
Gregg that as long as Jack Peters will live, there is nothing to worry about that." 2. Peters 
